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Cloud and torrent and storm, darkening the depths of
the dark.
Up to the sea, not upon it or over it, upward from under Seems he to gaze, whose eyes yearn after it here from
the shore :
A wall of turbid water, aslope to the wide sky's wonder Of colour and cloud, it climbs, or spreads as a slanted
floor. And the large lights change on the face of the mere like
things that were living, Winged and wonderful, beams like as birds are that
pass and are free : But the light is dense as darkness, a gift withheld in the
giving,
That lies as dead on the fierce dull face of the landward sea.